themselves  are horrible, as  cruel battailes, unnatural
monsters, are made in poeticall imitation, delightfull.

SIR PHILIP SIDNEY

(from The Defence of Poesie)

ON LITERATURE
To men of letters and leisure, it is not only a noble
amusement, but a sweet refuge; it improves their parts,
and promotes their peace; it opens a back-door out of the
bustle of this busy and idle world, into a delicious garden
of moral and intellectual fruits and flowers, the key of
which is denied to the rest of mankind. When stung with
idle anxieties, or stung with fruitless impertinence, or
yawning over insipid diversions, then we perceive the
blessings of a lettered recess. With what a gust do we
retire to our disinterested and immortal friends in our
closet, and find our minds, when applied to some favourite
theme, as naturally and as easily quieted and refreshed
as a peevish child (and peevish children are we all till we
fall asleep) when laid to the breast! Our happiness no
longer lives on charity; nor bids fair for a fall, by leaning
on that most precarious and thorny pillow, another's
pleasure, for our repose. How independent of the world
is he, who can daily find new acquaintance that at once
entertain and improve him, in the little world, the minute
but fruitful creation of his own mind !
These advantages composition affords us, whether we
write ourselves, or in more humble amusement peruse the
works of others.
EDWARD YOUNG
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